in              WITHIN THE GATES
BISHOP shivers. The sky changes to a
bright grey, and against this grey sky
the black silhouettes of the DOWN-AND-
OUTS pass by. They are bent, tattered,
and hopeless wrecks of old and young
men and women; they go by in a slow
and miserable manner, chanting their
miserere to the monotonous tap, tap, tap
of the drum-beat.}
DOWN-AND-OUTS (chanting):
We challenge life no more, no more, with our
dead faith, or a dead hope;
We carry furPd the fainting flag of a dead
hope and a dead faith.
Day sings no song, neither is there room for
rest beside night in her sleeping;
We've but a sigh for a song, and a deep sigh for
a drum-beat.
Oh where shall we go when the day calls?
Oh where shall we sleep when the night falls?
We've but a sigh for a song, and a deep sigh for
a drum-beat!
(The silhouettes of the DOWN-AND-OUTS
pass out, their song fading out in the
repetition of the line, " we've but a sigh
for a song, and a deep sigh for a drum-
beat".}
BISJHLOP (lifting the staff, which he has taken
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